S H A K E-S' P E ARE S 

How with this rage fhall bcautie'-holcl aplea, 

Whofc a6tio.n is no Wronger then a flower?- 
O how fhall fummers hunny breath hold out, 

Againft the wrackfull fledge of battringdayes. 

When rocks impregnable are not fo ftoute , 

Nor gates of ttccle'io ftrongbut time decayes? 
Ofearefull medi tation, where alack, -> 

Shall times beft Ie-well from fimes'c-lvcft lie hrd ? 

Or what ftrong hand can hold his f’wift foote back, , 
Or who his fpoile or beautie can forbid ?- 
O none,vnleffe this miracle haue might. 

That in black inck my loue may (hill fhine bright, 
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T Yr’d with all thefe for reftfull death I cry, . 

As to behold defert a begger borne. 

And needie-Nothing trimd in iollitie. 

And puveftfaith vnhappilyforfworne. 

And gilded honor fhamcfully mifplaft. 

And maiden vertue rudely ftrumpeted. 

And right perfe&ion wrongfully difgrac’d, \ 
Andftrength by limping fway difabled, 

And arte made tung-tide by authoritie. 

And Folly (Doifhor-like ) conerouling skill. 

And fimple-Truth mifealde Simplicitie, 

And captiue-good attending Captainc ill. 

Tyr’d with all thefe, from thefe would I be gone, 
Saue that to dye, I leaue my loue alone. 
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\ A H wherefore with infe&ion fhould he Hue* 
JlxAnd with his prefence grace impietie. 

That finne by him aduantage fhould atchiue. 

And lace it felfe with his focietie ? 

Why fhould falfe painting immitate his cheekey 
And fteale dead feeing of his liuing hew? ( 
Whyflt^uldpoore'beailtieindiredily feeke, J: 
.of lhaddbWifitfcc toffolc is true M 
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Whv fliould he Hue, now nature banckrout is, 

Becraerd ofblood to blufh through liuely vaines, 
p 0 °fhe hath no exchccker now but his, 

A nd proud of many, Hues vpon bis games? 

O him (lie ftores,to Chow what wclth Che had. 

In daies long fince, before thefe laft 16 bad. 
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T Hus is his cheeke the map of daies out-worne, 

When beauty liu d and dy’ed as flowers do now. 

Before thefe baftard fignes of fake were borne, 

Or durft inhabit on a liuing brow* 

Before the goulden trefles of the dead, 

The right of fepulchcrs,were fhorne away, 

To Hue a fcond life on fecond head, 

Ere beauties dead fleece made another gay. 

In him thofe holy antique howers are feene, 

Without all ornament,it felfe and true. 

Making no fummer of an others greene. 

Robbing no ould to drefle his beauty new. 

And him as for a map doth Nature ftore. 

To Chew faulfe Art what beauty was of yore. 
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TTHofe parts of thee that the worlds eye doth view, 

A Want nothing that the thought of hearts can mendi 
All toungs(the voice of foulcs)giuc thee that end, 

Vctring bare truth, cuen fo as foes Commend. 

Their outward thus with outward praife is crownd. 

But thofe fame toungs that giue thee fo thine owne. 

In other accents doc this praife confound 
By feeing farther then the eye hath fhowne. 

They looke into the beauty of thy mind. 

And that in guefle they meafure by thy deeds, 

Then chuds their thoughts(althbugh their eies were kind) 
To thy faire flower ad theranckefmell of weeds, 

But why thy odor matched) not tby dhow, ' 

The folve is- this, that thou dock common grow. 
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